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PRIZE-WINNER 

Girl  .  .  Dog  .  .  Cigarette  —  Lucky  Strike,  of  course. 
For  "It's  Toasted,'"  a  process  which  is  private  and  exclu- 
sive with  Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes,  allows  delicate  throats 
the  full,  abiding  enjoyment  of  rich,  ripe-bodied  tobacco. 
"Toasting"  removes  certain  harsh  irritants  present  in 
even  the  finest  tobaccos  in  their  natural  state.  "Toasting" 
is  your  throat  protection  against  irritation— against 
cough.  So,  for  your  throat's  sake,  smoke  Luckies. 
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IT'S  THE  GAME 


Among  our  own  select  circle  there  are  now  two  great  interests  —  football  and  politics.  If  asked 
which  holds  the  most  attention  we  would  have  to  answer  that  football  undoubtedly  has  two  strikes  on 
the  future  of  our  country. 

Valid  reasons  there  are  for  the  situation,  too.  Football  is  a  game,  skillfully  played,  zestfully  cheered, 
won  by  chance,  and  victoriously  bragged  about — if  won.  Its  heroes  are  good  sports — fine  fellows.  They 
work  together  for  the  common  goal  —  and  we  take  this  opportunity  to  express  the  gratitude  felt  by 
everyone  concerned  toward  the  sturdy  purple  eleven  and  the  sturdier  coach  who  has  so  faithfully  worn 
the  grass  off  the  field  near  the  opponent's  goal.  Our  anticipation  for  the  rest  of  the  season  is  overwhelm- 
ing us. 

But  back  to  the  game  —  this  time  the  game  of  politics.  Neither  campus  nor  National  elections  hold 
the  fired  interest  given  to  football.  The  contest  isn't  worthy  of  it.  True,  it's  zestfully  cheered.  Big 
noises  are  made  over  nobody-knows-what.  True,  also,  the  swaggering,  phlegmatic  winners  boast  their  vic- 
tory. But  the  game  is  neither  skillfully  played  nor  won  by  chance.  The  players  are  dogmatic,  and  gold 
and  prestige  displace   chance. 

In  football  there  is  an  opportunity  to  win.  In  politics  there  isn't.  Both  sides  lose.  But  what  mat- 
ter?     All  we  want   is   to  go   blithely   on,   scrambling  through  a  buzzing  world.      After  all,  it's  the  game 

which  gives  life  its  gusto. 

ELEANOR  DODGSON,  Editor. 
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en  you  forget... 

The  guard  says  "No!" 
The  girl  says  "OH!" 
And  there's  nothing  a  man  can  do- 
When  the  happiest  day 
Gets  spoiled  some  way. 
Let  Beech-Nut  comfort  you! 


7^emem6et-\\\&c^^  comfort  in 

BEECH-NUT  GUM 


BEECH  NUT  ^^S^ 
SPEARMINT  .  .  .  espe-    * 
cially  for  those  who  like  a  distinc- 
tive flavor.  A  Beech-Nut  Quality  product. 


BEECHIES  .  .  .  another  really 
fine  Peppermint  Gum— sealed  in 
candy  coating.  Like  Gum  and 
Candy  in  one. 


_,,  .„  ORALGENE-its  firmer 
W^Jy^  texture  gives  much  needed 
<^^  mouth  exercise  .  .  .  and  its 
dehydrated  milk  of  magnesia 
helps  neutralize  mouth  acidity. 
Each  piece  individually  wrapped. 


Wise  Prof.:  And  so,  students, 
we  can  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  nothing  is  impossible. 

Fresh  Frosh:  Well,  I'd  like  to 
see  you  run  this  umbrella  down 
your  throat  and  open  it. 

— Mugwump. 

jt 

"Y'see  we  were  married  secretly 
last  October,  but  we  couldn't  an- 
nounce it,  because  we'd  have  to  go 
steady  down  here  at  school." 

— Varieties. 

"Yes,  you  had  better  leave." 
And  so  picking  up  his  belong- 
ings, the  traveling  man  went  to- 
ward the  door,  and  out  into  the 
world,  leaving  the  girl  who,  alas, 
was  never  to  know  the  joys  of  be- 
ing a  farmer's  daughter. 

—Mis-A-Sip. 


"Stork  came  to  our  house  yes- 
terday, and  left  a  baby." 

"That's  nothing.  Crane  came  to 
our  house  and  left  a  bath  tub." 
— Mountain  Goat. 

ROTNY 

There  should  be  no  monotony 
In  studying  your  botany; 

It  helps  to  spur  and  train  the  brain 
Unless  you  haven't  gotny. 

— Oxf/. 

"What  d'ye  mean  by  sending 
me  that  bum?"  demanded  the 
irate  employer  of  the  employment 
bureau  clerk.  "He  talks  like  a  con- 
vict, drinks  all  the  fuel  for  the 
Diesel  engines,  he's  driving  the 
other  employees  crazy  with  his 
singing,  and  .  .  ." 

"Well,    didn't   you    ask    for   an 
experienced  college  graduate?" 
—Red  Cat. 


The  Man:  "I  want  a  loaf  of 
Mumsie's  Bread,  a  package  of 
Krunchies,  some  Goody  Sanny 
Spread,  Ole  Mammy's  Lasses,  Or- 
ange Pully,  a  pound  of  Aunt  An- 
nie's Sugar  Candy,  Bitsey-Bite 
size." 

The  Clerk:  "Sorry.  No  Krun- 
chies. How  about  Krinkly  Krisps, 
Oatsie-Toasties,  Malty- Wheaties, 
Ricelets  or  Eatum-Wheetums?" 


The     Man: 
then." 


"The     Wheetums, 


The  Clerk:  "Anything  else? 
Tootsies,  Tatery  Chips,  Cheesie 
Weesies,  Gingie  Bits,  Itsey  Cakes, 
Sweetsie  Toofums  or  Dramma's 
Doughnies?" 

The  Man  (toddling  toward  the 
meat  department) :  "Tan't  det' 
anysin'  else.  Dot  to  det  some 
meat." 

— Reserve  Red  Coat. 
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fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room 
presents  Little  Jack  Little  and  his  magical  piano 
.  .  .  featuring  the  world's  table  Tennis  cham- 
pions .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00 
.  .  .  Saturday  .  .  •  $2.50 


THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  $2.00 
minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .$2.50 


With 

George 

Ellis 


THE  TERRACE  ROOM  ...  The 

Morrison  Hotel  introduces  Ted 
Fio-Rito  and  his  All  Star  floor 
show  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  . 
Supper  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Saturday 
.  .  .  $2.50 


BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut  Room  .  .  .  Phil 
Levant  and  his  Orchestra  .  .  .  Neildoff  the  great 
singer  .   .   .  Dinners  .   .   .  $1.50-2.25 


CONGRESS  .  .  .  Glen  Gray  and  the  Casa 
Loma  Orchestra  in  the  sensational  New  Con- 
gress Casino   .   .   .  Congress  Hotel 


SHOWSPOTS 

GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE  .  .  .  "Naughty  Mari- 
etta"  with  Robert   Scheafer. 

SELWYN  THEATER  .  .  .  "The  Night  of  January 
16"  ...  a  new  mystery  thriller,  with  Koye 
Brinker. 


FINAL   PAUSE 

COOLEY'S   CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  Meeting 
Places  .  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chi- 
cago .  .  .  Orrington 

SAN  PEDRO  ...  No  Man's  Land  .  .  .  Popular 
Dining   Spot    .    .    .   Wonderful   Atmosphere. 


Knock  .knoclc! 


Who's  there? 
Wetherby! 
Wetherby  who? 

Wetherby  hanged.  Lady!  "Weather" 
gets  the  ha-ha  from  Double -Mellow 
Old  Gold's  dot/We-Cellophane  package. 
Rain  or  shine!  Hot  or  cold!  Any  cU- 
mate!  Anywhere!  Any  time!  .  .  .  you'll 
find  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds  are 
always  factory -fresh.  Thanks  to  those 
2  jackets  of  the  finest  moisture-proof 
Cellophane  on  every  package.  And  don't 
forget  O.Gs.  are  blended  from  the 
choicest  of  the  prize  crop  tobaccos! 


Outer  Celloplianf  Jacket  opens  from  the  Bottom. 
Inner  Cellopliane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Top. 


Copyright.   193C.  by  P.  Lorillara  Co..   Inc. 


PRIZE  CROP  TOBACCOS  mak.them  DOUBLE-MELLOW 
2  JACKETS  OF  "CELLOPHANE"  keep  them  FACTORY-FRESH 
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CAMPUS  CHARACTERS- No.  2 


Last  week  it  was  the  Palmer 
House  and  the  Drake.  This  week 
it  will  be  the  Palmer  House  (he 
hangs  out  there)  and  the  Chez 
Paree. 

Teatime  will  find  him  sitting  in 
some  cozy  nook  with  the  latest  of 
his  feminine  conquests.    Although 


he's  fond  of  orange  pekoe,  his 
strongest  point  is  repartee. 

He  spent  a  year  in  one  of  the 
best  Eastern  prep  schools  and  ac- 
quired the  frightfully  "what  ho" 
manner  which  fascinates  the  girls 
and  delights  him  to  no  end. 

Early  in  his   freshman  year  he 


convinced  the  governor  that  one 
simply  can't  get  along  at  N.  U. 
on  less  than  twenty-five  a  week  if 
one  wants  to  keep  up  with  the 
swank  set — and  of  course  there  is 
the  necessary  convertible. 

In   general  he   has  eclat.    Some 
boy,  what? 
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Fagin  the  Formidable 

—By  HIM. 

Fagan    considered   himself    a   wise 
man 

He  knew  his  own  mind 

But  that  wasn't   why  they  made 
him  editor 

There  just  wasn't  anyone  else 

Conscious 

Or  eligible 

Butch,   who   was   a   REAL   news- 
paper man, 

Was  a  cynic 

He  knew  what  it  meant  to  be  an 
editor 

He  knew  what  a  newspaper  should 
be 

He  knew  what  news  was 

He  was  fired  with  ambition 

Then  he  was  fired. 

On  the  day  they  threw  Butch  out. 

Hitler     and     Mussolini    shed 

tears 
Of  impotence 
And  frustration 
They  realized  what  loose  rein  and 

scanty  control  they  had  over 

the  press 
Compared     to     the     people     who 

canned  Butch. 
Fagin  played  it  safe. 
He   just   sat  behind  his   nose   and 

blinked. 
A  veritable  tower  of  ineffectuality. 
Nobody  was  going  to  get  anything 

on  HIM. 

He  almost  had  a  romance. 
But  he  managed  to  cover  it  up. 
He  looked  harmless 
Even  helpless 

So  he  was  poured  into  oflSce. 
Freshman   reporters   asked  him  if 
he  was  the  desk  editor. 
So  he  adorned  himself  with  a  sec- 
retary 
To  denote  his  superior  office. 


He  just  blinked  at  them. 

He  wouldn't  tell. 

He  gathered  about  him  a  cult. 

A    broader    outlook,   higher    pur- 
pose, fuller  culture  group. 
A  bunch  of  mighty  minds  yam- 
mered on  his  pages. 
In  strident,  juvenile  tones 
Solving  the  problems  of  the  world 
About  which  they  knew  nothing 
Except  what  accosted  them  in  the 
rich,  fat,  Republican  suburbs. 

Fagin's  romance  cropped  up  again 
Two  or  three  people  knew  about 

it 
One   or   two   people   knew   about 

HER  romance 
The  Stooge  could  have  put  Fagin 

wise. 
But  Fagin  killed  the  Stooge 
So  that  he  could  write  a  highbrow 

obituary. 
On  the  front  page,  mind  you. 

Such  trash  had  no  place  in  a  col- 
lege daily,  he  averred. 
Gossip  is  too  low  a  plane  for  col- 
lege  intellects    to    plumb,   he   de- 
clared 

He  had  his  cult  in  mind. 

He  forgot  that  he  had  destroyed 
the  most  popular,  the  most 
highly  competitive  extra-cur- 
ricular activity  on  the 
campus: 

"Making  the  Stooge" 

Fagin  the  Formidable  stands  ada- 
mant. 

He  knows  what  is  good  for  college 
minds 

He'll  give  them  what  he  thinks  is 
best. 

He's  the  editor,  you  know. 

He  knows  his  own  mind 

Too  well! 


HOW  TO  REMAIN  A  VIRGIN 

1.  Avoid    all    members    of    the 
opposite  sex. 

2.  Sport     horn-rimmed     glasses 
and  high-buttoned  shoes. 

3.  Never  ride  in  a  train  with  a 
smoking  car. 

4.  Read   nothing   but  Pilgrim's 
Progress  and  the  Parrot. 

5.  Cultivate     a     good     rabbit- 
punch. 

6.  Never    buy     things    from 
salesmen. 

7.  Eat    onions     at    least    three 
times  a  day. 

8.  Stutter. 

9.  Wear  long  flannel  bloomers. 

10.  Die  at  birth. 

—Owl. 

FRESHMAN'S  FATE 

He  shall  be  paddled  wherever  he 
goes 

With  plenty  of  rhythm  to  trip  up 
his  toes. 

Wherever  he  goes 

He  shall  be  paddled. 

He  shall  see  stars  as  we  put  him 
to  sleep 

With  plenty  of  cuckoos  to  count 
up  the  sheep 

Awake  or  asleep — he  shall  be  pad- 
dled. 

—Puppet. 

at 

The  Scandinavian  had  just  ar- 
rived in  California,  delighted  with 
the  way  his  new  car  withstood  the 
trials  and  tribulations  of  the  trip. 
"How  are  the  roads,  Hans?" 
"Veil,  dis  guy  Lincoln  was  uh 
great  engineer,  but  dat  Frenchman 
De  Tour  he  vas  no  road  builder 

at  all." 

— Pointer. 


PAGE    8 


PURPLE    PARROT 


SWING 

In  Spain  it's  civil  war.  In  France 
it's  currency.  In  Japan  it's  China. 
In  Germany  it's  Hitler.  In  Amer- 
ica it's  politics.  At  Northwestern 
it's  swing.  We  don't  know  which 
is  the  worst. 

Swing  music,  the  newest  wrin- 
kle in  jazz,  is  strangely  enough  the 
oldest  and  in  fact  the  original 
form  of  jazz. 

Back  in  the  old  days  we  used  to 
call  it  ragtime.  That  was  when  a 
singing  waiter  in  Lower  East  Side 
New  York  composed  a  ditty  called 
"Alexander's  Ragtime  Band." 

First  swing  bands,  historians 
tell  us,  were  the  Dixieland  Jazz- 
bands  which  toured  the  country 
during  the  early  twenties  when 
mother  was  learning  that  new 
fangled  step  called  the  foxtrot. 
For  several  years  the  five-piece 
dixieland  bands  dinned  their  man- 
gled harmonies  into  the  ears  of 
America. 

Then  new  stars  appeared  on  the 
musical  horizon.  Paul  Whiteman 
introduced  smooth  music.  Guy 
Lombardo  and  Rudy  Vallee  came 
into  the  scene  with  double  smooth 
music.  These  pioneers  were  fol- 
lowed by  a  host  of  imitators,  and 
America's  throbbing  ears  were 
soothed. 

During  the  dark  ages  of  the 
prohibition    era,    when    America's 


eyes  were  going  blind  with  home 
made  fire  water,  a  bunch  of  New 
York  musicians  started  a  private 
speak  on  52nd  street.  For  enter- 
tainment the  boys  employed  a 
five-piece  negro  orchestra  and  they 
derived  much  innocent  merriment 
from  watching  the  colored  lads 
ride  to  Heaven  on  their  instru- 
ments. This  original  swing  joint 
went  out  of  existence  with  repeal, 
but  other  night  spots  of  the  same 
ilk  sprang  up  like  mushrooms 
along  the  street  and  thousands  of 
little  Benny  Goodmen  flourished 
under  the  gentle  rain  of  out-of- 
town  playboys. 

Next  came  the  Onyx  club  with 
the  boys  who  started  the  music  go- 
ing 'round  and  'round — or  claimed 
they  did.  Fifty-second  street  had 
become  the  swing  center  of  Amer- 
ica. 

As  yet  swing  music  had  no 
name.  Then  some  night  somewhere 
some  drunk  who  couldn't  stand 
the  strain  of  some  torrid  jig  shout- 
ed "swing  it,"  and  a  new  type  of 
music  was  officially  exhumed.  Rag- 
time was  dressed  up,  washed  and 
scrubbed  and  swing  became  the 
rage.  Big  bands  started  featuring 
five-piece  rhythm  combinations. 

Another  cycle  in  a  seemingly 
endless  chain  was  thus  completed. 
Papa  used  to  shout,  "Oh  You 
Kid";  Sonny  cries  "Swing  It." 


Speaking  of  swing  joints,  we 
might  relate  a  most  disillusioning 
experience  which  befell  us  recent- 

ly- 

We  had  been  driving  in  the  cool 
of  the  evening  looking  for  a  quiet 
spot  where  we  could  have  a  tank- 
ard or  two  (without  swing)  and 
had  just  about  given  up. 

Suddenly  just  ahead  we  saw  the 
realization  of  our  dreams.  Bathed 
in  the  soft  light  of  a  harvest  moon 
rose  a  dome  and  two  minarets, 
misty,  dreamlike.  For  a  moment 
we  thought  we  had  missed  the  road 
and  had  rounded  up  at  Agra.  We 
looked  for  Hindus,  reed  pipes, 
swaying  cobras,  fakirs.  We  sought 
palms  and  a  muddy  Indian  river. 
As  we  drew  closer  we  thought  of 
devout  followers  of  Islam,  kneel- 
ing to  the  East.  We  listened  for 
the  drawn  out  cry  of  the  call  to 
prayer. 

Imaginations  still  aflame  we 
spurred  our  charging  black  Ford 
and  roared  into  the  court  yard. 
Ah,  we  could  forget  the  sham  of 
it  and  sip  a  few  glasses  of  arak  in 
the  dim,  mysterious  crypt. 

As  we  charged  up  to  the  port- 
als, we  caught  sight  of  an  illumi- 
nated sign  bearing  the  name  of  the 
oasis.  We  had  thoroughly  expected 
it  to  be  called  the  "Taj  Mahal," 
"Moorish  Castle,"  or  "Omar's 
Spa." 

But  no,  there  in  flaming  neon 
letters  were  the  words  "Kennedy's 
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Inn."  Our  illusions  were  tumbling 
like  shattered  glass  when  from  the 
interior  came  the  hysterical  cry  of 
"Ride,  Red,  Ride"  as  some  exuber- 
ant rhythm  man  whoUoped  a  sing- 
ing sock  cymbol. 

We  whirled  and  sped  through 
the  night  to  the  Club  Cherie. 

SOUND  WAGON 

While  barnstorming  in  the  so- 
rority quads  for  the  cause  of  Dem- 
ocracy during  last  year's  mock 
convention,  we  saw  many  ex- 
amples of  rank  political  apathy 
(apologies  to  Daily  editorial 
board)  but  on  no  occasion  did  we 
uncover  anything  so  startling  as  an 
incident  which  we  overheard  at  a 
recent  bona  fide  political  fest. 

The  occasion  was  a  Republican 
banquet  into  which  we  sneaked 
to  find  out  how  the  Governor  was 
going  locally.  It  was  a  spirited 
rally,  replete  with  songs,  battle 
cries  and  fireworks  from  over- 
worked orators.  Everyone  was 
whooping  it  up  for  Alf. 

We  were  sad  and  longed  for  the 
good  old  strains  of  "Home,  Home 
on  the  Range,"  and  "Happy  Days 
Are  Here  Again,"  but  of  course 
we  had  to  look  happy  and  join  in 
the  Tory  ditties. 

We  were  beginning  to  see  sun 
flowers  every  time  we  closed  our 
eyes  when  the  incident  occurred 
which  warmed  our  alphabetical 
heart  with  a  diffused  glow  and  re- 
stored our  faith  in  the  New  Deal. 

A  portly  and  dignified  gentle- 
man who,  judging  by  the  array  of 
sun  flowers  and  ivory  elephants  on 
his  chest,  obviously  believed  in 
Americanism  turned  to  the  v/ide 
eyed  thing  at  his  side. 

"How  do  you  like  it,  Honey" 
he  inquired. 

"O.  K.,  but  I  thought  this  was 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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very  wveil  in  their  place 


—but  that  place  isn't  on  a  man's  face!  Co' 
quettishly  perfumed  shaving  prepara- 
tions are  out!  Fougere  Royale  shaving 
soap  is  in!  Nothing  boudoir  or  raffish 
about  it— its  Royal  Fern  fragrance  is  fresh,   * 
clean  and  all  7nan.  You'll  find  the  handsome 
wooden  Fougere  Royale  shaving  bowl  a  joy 
to  handle— and  an  economy  to  use  .  .  .  for  it 
offers  months  of  miraculous  shaves  for  $1.00. 

Fougere  Royale  After-Shaving  Lotion ...  a  dash 
of  refreshment  for  razor-roughened  skins.  Shghtly 
astringent  to  soothe  little  nicks;  Royal  Fern  fragrance 
to  delight  your  senses.  S5c. 

Fougere  Royale  Talc . . .  supremely  fine  in  quality, 
correctly  toned  for  men's  skin.  There's  nothing  coquet- 
tish about  its  odeur.  55c. 

Fougere  Royale  Hair  Lotion . .  .for  a  well-groomed 
head,  with  every  hair  in  place.  It  adds  lustre  without 
oiliness,  stimulates  the  scalp,  corrects  dryness,  and 
doesn't  shriek  to  high  heaven.  85c. 


FOUGERE    ROYALE 

by  hOLBIGANT       tor   MM  e  n 
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SATURDAY'S    PROBLEM   CHILD 

By  Mary  McSherry 
Illustrated  by  Grace  Scharf 

It  was  fourteen  years  since  Mr.   Milter  had  last  seen  a 
Today  he  hoped  to  make  up  for  all  the  last  Saturdays.     Exuberantly  he  took  his  seat  and  settled  back  to 

™.  -  -  -  -  ^  -  *  -  -"  -  -  -^-  ■"  — ^  -  -  - 

him.  It  was  exactly  what  he  needed!  Just  then  Mr.  Milter  was  roused  from  his  musings.  A  huge,  male, 
football  enthusiast  was  sitting  on  top  of  him.  "T  beg  your  pardon",  said  Mr.  Milter.  "Ummp",  replied 
the  enthusiast,  his  mouth  filled  with   the  neck  of  a   bottle.    Mr.  Milter  moved  over. 

The  teams  lined  up  for  action.     Mr.  Milter  craned  his  neck   to  peer  over  the  man  mountain  in  the 
row  ahead.     The  whistle  tweeted.     A  player  in  a  blue  uniform  kicked  the  ball  to  a  player  in  a  red  striped 

uniform.     All   the  other  blue   uniforms  leaped  on  top  of  the  solitary  red. 

The   bottle-bringer  next   to  Mr.   Milter   waved   his  arms,   demanding  "Washn't   ut  shwell?"     "Fine" 

agreed  Mr.  Milter,  ducking  his  octopus-like  neighbor.  %J,i 


The  woman  on  the  other  side  of  Mr.  Milter  shrieked.  Mr.  Milter  jumped.  "Oh"  she  ohed,  "did 
you   see   that?     Those  awful   boys!"      Nervously  she  plucked  at  Mr.  Milter's  coat. 

Suddenly  all  attention  was  focused  on  the  field.  The  giants  in  front  of  Mr.  Milter  stood  up.  Mr. 
Milter  stood  up.  The  giants  sat  down.  Mr.  Milter  sat  down.  He  had  not  seen  the  play.  He  did  not 
see  the  next  three  plays.     Then  one  of  the  human  obstacles  moved  his  neck  and  the  official  called  time  out. 

"Oh,  dear,"  volunteered  the  fidgety  female  next  to  Mr.  Milter,  "I'm  afraid  I've  opened  a  seam  in  your 
coat  sleeve."     She  had. 


"Perhaps  I  can  hold  it  together  with  a  hat  pin,"  she  offered. 

The  hat  pin  stuck  Mr.  Milter's  arm.     He  grit  his   teeth   and   bore  it  like   a  man.     By   this   time  the 
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gun  announced  the  end  of  the  half.  The  inebriate  on  Mr.  Milter's  left  stood  up  to  stretch  and  buy  hot 
dogs — and   step   on   Mr.   Milter's   newly   shined   shoes. 

"Have  shume  dog,"  the  man  urged. 

"Thank   you,   I   never  eat   frankfurters,"   dechned  Mr.  Milter. 

"Nonshenshe.      I  eat   'em.      Look  at  me." 

Mr.   Milter   looked.   The   man   was   a   veritable         /\  Mr.  Milter  had  a  hot  dog. 

"Lookie,   lookie,"   shrieked   the   woman   into   Mr.  Milter's  right  ear.     "The  team's  coming  in!" 

Mr.  Milter  lookied  but  not  at  the  team.  Mr.  Milter  looked  skyward.  A  hostile,  black  cloud  was 
traveling  toward  the  stadium.  It  parked  right  over  Mr.  Milter,  rumbled  once  in  warning,  and  poured 
down  all  its  sticky,  cold  rain. 

"What    luck,"    crowed    the    unpleasant    femme,"  "I  brought  an  umbrella." 

The  umbrella  was  just  large  enough  to  cover  Mr.  Milter's  shoulder  and  extend  its  ribs  into  his  right 
eye.     Mr.  Milter  tried  to  move  to  the  left.     No  room.     Mr.  Milter  stood  halfway  up. 

"Down  in  front!"  called  the  crowd. 

Mr.  Milter  sat  down  and  sneezed.  The  hot  dog  inside  bit  revengefully.  Mr.  Milter  was  not  very 
comfortable. 

Suddenly   Mr.   Milter   grew   brave.      Defiantly   he  stood  up  and  trudged  out 

of  the  stadium.  At  the  corner  he  caught  a  street  car  jammed  with  other  early  leavers.  All  the  seats 
were  taken.  Mr.  Milter  hung  to  a  strap  for  20  minutes.  Then  he  was  home.  Wearily  Mr.  Milter 
opened     the     door     and     walked     into     the     living    room.      There    sat    Mrs.    Milter    before    a    cheery    fire 

The  radio  was  announcing  a  play  by  play  account  of  the  football  game.     Mr.  Milter 

sneezed  reproachfully. 

Mrs.  Milter  looked  up.     "Why,  didn't  you  stay  for  the  end?" 

Mr.  Milter  glowered.  There  she  was,  warm,  dry,  without  hot  dog  trouble,  and  asking  silly  questions. 
He  sneezed  again  more  violently. 

"Was  it  fun?"  asked  Mrs.  Milter. 


Mr.  Milter  struck  his  wife. 
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INTRODUCTION 

Now  that  college  has  gotten 
properly  under  way,  we  have  had 
a  bit  of  time  to  cast  our  gleamers 
about  and  ferret  out  the  undesir- 
able news  about  various  and  sun- 
dry persons  of  this  institution. 
Events  are  coming  up  at  a  brisk 
rate,  and  from  now  until  the 
spring  breezes  bring  delight  to  the 
boys  on  U.  H.  steps.  Aunt  Polly 
should  have  no  trouble  in  cackling 
out  a  batch  of  the  choicer  gossip. 

Collectively  speaking,  the  most 
important  occurrence  of  the  past 
month  (exclusive  of  the  gridder's 
shennanigans) ,  was  the  sorority 
rush  week,  in  which  the  girls  must 
pursue,  yet  seem  pursued.  Of 
course,  each  group  of  pseudo- 
sophisticates  has  a  "darling"  bunch 
of  foundlings,  but  due  to  the 
quota  system,  a  lot  of  the  better 
girls  are  still  running  around  with- 
out  having  been   catalogued. 

1.  Speaking  of  the  quota  sys- 
tem, which  was  known  as  a  "gen- 
tleman's agreement,  most  of  the 
clubs  conducted  their  deception  on 
an  honorable  basis,  but  the  Pi  Phi's 
got  their  genders  slightly  con- 
fused, and  accordingly  pledged 
three  more  girls  than  the  number 
which  was  generally  agreed  upon. 
The  week  after  pledging,  two  Pi 
Phi  pledges  triple-dated  with  a  Tri 


Delt  junior.  Somehow,  the  ques- 
tion of  the  Pi  Phi's  skullduggery 
arose.  One  of  these  freshmen  sim- 
pered, "Oh  yes,  we  went  over  the 
limit,  but  after  all,  we  aren't  gen- 
tlemen." Draw  your  own  conclu- 
sions. 

2.  Mike  McMichael  is  not  being 
his  usual  sagacious  self  these  days. 
He  has  one  night  class  a  week, 
and  had  things  well  arranged  so 
that  Babs  Wiley  would  drive  him 
to  the  McKinlock  campus  on  that 
night,  but  Mike  lost  out  in  that 
league,  got  back  in,  and  is  now 
out.  The  elevated  will  prosper. 
Perhaps  Miss  Hoff,  Kappa  pledge, 
was  the  reason  for  the  split. 

3.  And  now  we  come  to  Connie 
McClure,  Alpha  Chi  Omega,  and 
the  Daily  Dictator,  Falcon  Baker. 
Last  spring  Connie  worked  on  the 
Syllabus,  and  Jack  Shannon  was 
the  one.  Now,  however,  that 
Baker  is  shaping  the  tastes  and  de- 
sires of  12,000  students,  Connie 
is  the  object  of  his  afflictions.  This 
fact  has  undoubtedly,  oh  yes,  un- 
doubtedly, broken  the  hearts  of 
the  girls  on  his  stifled  staff,  and 
many  other  lassies  of  the  college. 

;,'•  ii-  ^ 

4.  The  good  brothers  of  old  Phi 
Delta  Theta  are  all  in  danger  of 
becoming  cross-eyed.  This  is  be- 
cause they  are  forced  to  keep  one 
eye    on    Brother    Tug    Blume    no 


matter  what  the  other  eye  is  doing. 
They  are  also  keeping  their  doors 
securely  locked  after  retiring.  All 
this  wariness  is  based  on  the  sel- 
dom failing  judgment  of  a  Chi- 
cago plain  clothes  man  who  at- 
tempted to  apprehend  the  afore- 
mentioned brother  after  becoming 
suspicious  of  little  Tug's  inten- 
tions. It  is  rumored  that  they  were 
not  honorable. 

5.  There  is  a  scene  of  utter  car- 
nage being  enacted  on  the  campus. 
It  is  being  caused  by  the  transfer- 
ance  of  a  pin  from  the  vest  of  Bob 
Huston  to  the  blouse  of  Janie 
Haberkorn.  The  scene  of  utter 
carnage  is  being  furnished  by  Ted 
Gianakopilus,  who  is  lying  by  the 
roadside  with  his  throat  cut  from 
'ere  to  'ere. 

:!•  ::-  "- 

6.  The  affair  between  Mickey 
Beardsley  and  Elliot  Cobb  was 
suposed  to  have  been  settled  long 
ago  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  con- 
cerned, but  Elliot  seems  to  desire 
the  quality  of  elusiveness,  and  also 
wants  Mickey  to  know  that  this  is 
no  ordinary  man  which  she  has 
hooked.  Accordingly,  on  the  week- 
end of  the  Iowa  game,  he  fooled 
Cam  Jernegan  on  Friday  night 
and  Three  Star  Hennessy  on  Sat- 
urday night.  Mickey  was  duly 
impressed. 

7.  Way  up  north  in  the  Sigma 
Nu   house   there  lives   a   veritable 
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giant  of  a  man.  His  name  is  Leon 
Fuller  (Ivan  the  Terrible  to  you), 
and  he  mans  the  pivot  post  on  the 
Wildcat  eleven.  For  some  three 
years  he  has  caused  feminine  hearts 
to  quiver  as  he  strode  majestically 
about  the  campus,  his  tawny,  scar- 
let hair  tossing  defiance  to  the 
winds.  All  girls  dreamed  of  nest- 
ling to  his  broad  chest,  of  being 
held  in  his  sinewy  arms,  and  of 
listening  to  his  husky,  soft  voice 
whispering  words  of  endearment 
to  them.  To  you  girls  we  say, 
"Alas!"  Ivan  has  become  a  24  hour 
man.  On  the  night  of  the  Iowa 
game,  Ivan  had  a  date  with  one 
Janet  Lothian,  a  Gamma  Phi  from 
Ames,  who  is  going  to  Art  school, 
and  lives  with  Katie  Fitzgerald. 
The  power  of  the  woo  chucked  by 
Ivan  can  be  estimated  by  the  fact 
that  on  the  following  afternoon, 
he  planted  his  badge.  When  these 
two  are  together,  their  conduct 
must  surely  cause  the  ghosts  of 
Romeo  and  Juliet  to  turn  in  their 
suits  and  go  back  to  the  bush 
leagues. 

!S-  *  !!■ 

8 .  This  summer,  while  the 
Navy  unit  was  cruising  the  south- 
ern waters  and  wobbling  railward 
(and  boatward) ,  the  Thetas  held 
a  letter  receiving  race.  Ginny 
Burnham  won  by  a  nose  with  18 
out  of  a  possible  20,  while  Georgia 
Kemper  was  a  close  second  with 
17.  Burnham  was  backed  by  Cam 
Duncan,  Kemper  by  Ralph  Lin- 
degren,  both  from  the  Phi  Delt 
place. 

!!■  *  * 

9.  We  will  donate  two  tickets 
to  the  Vassar-Wellesley  bean  bag 
fracas  to  anyone  who  can  figure 
out  the  business  between  Joan 
Wakeman  of  the  Kappas,  and  Guy 


Aunt  Polly  Continued 

Mercer  of  the  Sigma  Nus.  After 
not  having  seen  each  other  since 
last  June,  the  pin  went  on,  on  a 
Monday,  and  came  off  the  follow- 
ing  Sunday.     Any   suggestions? 


10.  While  Don  Griggs  was  in 
Europe  this  summer,  Tom  Dunlop 
labored  manfully  to  capture  the 
affection  of  Bonnie  Donahue,  she 
of  the  Body  Beautiful.  Now  Don 
is  back,  and  to  all  outward  ap- 
pearances is  the  one,  but  Don  him- 
self isn't  sure.  It  is  too  bad  for 
him  that  Bonnie  does  not  think  of 
him  in  the  same  light  as  does  Con- 
nie Dalziel,  the  Ogler.  Connie, 
through  some  queer  mental  quirk, 
believes  that  Don  is  the  acme  of 
polish   and  social  position. 


11.  It  is  interesting  to  note  that 
Muff  Doherty  and  Dotty  Hoencke 
are  starting  on  their  seventh  rocky 
year  of  romance.  The  rocks  this 
year  are  bigger  and  rougher,  since 
Muff  has  heard  that  Marian  Mans- 
field is  back  in  school  and  has  ac- 
cepted the  pin  of  Roy  Kling. 
(What!    Another  Phi  Delt?) 


12.  Chuck  Carey  is  marking 
the  days  off  on  the  calendar,  but 
it  is  not  to  count  the  days  until 
the  end  of  the  semester,  but  until 
the  22nd  of  December,  when 
Marge  Odegaard  will  promise  to 
love,  honor  and  obey  him.  Good 
luck! 


13.  The  family  skeleton  of  the 
Kappas  is  being  pushed  for  his 
ghost  honors  these  days  by  Greg 
Hackler,  who  is  still  haunting  the 
house.  Undaunted  by  the  kind, 
but  certain  rebuffs  he  received 
from  Jo  Millikin  and  Bunny  Tom- 
linson,  he  is  at  present  pursuing  an 
unwary  freshman.  We  think 
some  one  should  write  to  her 
parents. 

14.  Vic  Hanson  is  now  flashing 
his  Pepsodent  smile  on  June  Sun- 
derloff,  Theta  pledge.  He  finds 
it  necessary  to  rustle  about  for 
new  pastures  every  season,  because 
no  one  will  go  out  with  him  but 
Mary  Laura  Vance. 

Don  Worland  claims  that  he  is 
6  feet  2  inches  with  heels,  but  only 
6  feet  1  inch  with  Delts. 


■  -AND   THEN       ] 
THE   TRAVELING 
5ALESMAN    5AV5-1     (J) 
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CINDERELLA    EXPOSED 

By  J.  Leicester  Glutz 


Once  upon  a  time,  in  the  days 
before  the  U.  S.  of  A.  went  off 
the  gold  standard,  there  did  Hve 
in  this  fair  land  a  comely  maid 
by  the  name  of  Cinderella  Potts. 
Yea,  she  was  a  peach  of  a  looker, 
and  the  young  men  did  flock  from 
miles  around  to  catch  a  beam  from 
her  fair  face  (Courtesy  Wood- 
bury's Germ -Free  Beauty  Aids) . 

As  was  the  custom  in  those 
days,  Cinderella  did  attend  an  in- 
stitution of  higher  learning.  In  a 
moment  of  weakness  she  found 
herself  pledged  to  the  Phi-On-U 
sisterhood,  renowned  for  its  beau- 
tiful if  dumb  wenches. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Greek  Bawl, 
premier  social  event,  it  did  befall 
Cinderella  to  be  stuck  at  phone 
duty.  Bemoaning  her  ill  lot,  she 
did  espy  a  tumbler  of  Four  Roses. 
Soon  she  did  imbibe  a  whole  bou- 
quet. Her  nimble  wits  again  light- 
ing upon  her  sad  fate,  she  did  com- 
mence to  weep.  Louder  and  more 
comical  did  grow  the  hitherto 
pent-up  emotions,  until  one  good 
woman,  the  housemother,  in  def- 
erence to  the  decibel  capacity  of 
her  ear-drums,  did  exclaim,  "My 
God,  child,  what  in  purgatory  is 
making  you  emit  such  a  foul 
noise? 

Somewhat  consoled  by  this  ap- 
parent pity,  Cinderella  blurted  be- 
tween hies  (Courtesy  Four  Roses 
whiskey)  her  woeful  tale.  Being 
endowed  with  a  heart  not  yet 
completely  ossified,  the  house- 
mother, it  doth  seem,  did  make  an 
agreement  with  the  fair  lass 
whereby  she  would  tend  the  tele- 
phone while  Cinderella  did  go  to 
the  Bawl,  provided  that  Cinder- 
ella    would     return     by     twelve 


o'clock  midnight  in  the  evening 
so  as  to  conform  to  the  stringent 
study  hours.  The  housemother 
did  make  this  point  exceedingly 
clear,  even  to  Cinderella's  befud- 
dled mind,  threatening  to  expose 
the  guilty  tumbler  next  Monday 
evening  were  she  not  returned  by 
midnight. 

So  it  happened  that  Cinderella, 
decked  out  in  regal  finery  and  her 
beauty  enhanced  by  Lady  Esther, 
did  gain  her  heart's  desire.  To  the 
Greek  Bawl  she  did  go.  And  it 
did  so  happen  that  before  long 
many  of  the  young  men  in  attend- 
ance did  realize  that  there  had 
come  into  the  ballroom  an  exceed- 
ing comely  wench,  and,  moreover, 
they  did  even  pinch  themselves  to 
ascertain  if  they  were  in  full  pos- 
session of  their  powers  of  obser- 
vation. One  of  their  number. 
Charming  by  name,  being  some- 
what of  an  individualist,  had  come 
to  the  social  function  unaccompa- 
nied. A  gentleman  at  heart,  he 
saw  his  duty  and  did  do  same. 
Cinderella  was  soon  the  belle  of 
the  ball,  with  young  men  flocking 
from  all  directions  to  catch  a  beam 
from  her  fair  face  (Courtesy 
Woodbury's  Germ-Free  Beauty 
Aids)  and  to  catch  a  whiff  of  her 
fragrant  breath  (Courtesy  Four 
Roses  Whiskey) . 

Cinderella  was  having  what 
might  be  termed  by  a  less  acute 
observer  a  fine  time.  A  more 
acute  observer  would  have  termed 
it  a  hell  of  a  swell  time.  Before 
long  there  came  about  the  event 
known  as  the  Grand  March,  and 
Charming,  still  a  gentleman  to  the 
very  core,  did  do  Cinderella  the 
honor  to  ask  her  to  be  his  partner 
for  the  occasion.    Which  she  did. 


In  the  middle  of  the  event  there 
did  sound  a  sonorous  bong.  Cin- 
derella started.  Three  more  bongs 
did  follow  suit  in  quick  succession. 
The  maid  paled  through  the 
Woodbury's  Germ-Free  Beauty 
Aids.  Charming's  dress  shirt  did 
remain  a  living  testimony  to  the 
indelibility  of  Lady  Esther. 

"What  in,"  demanded  Charm- 
ing, "Heaven's  name  is  the  mat- 
ter?" 

"Oh,  somthing  I,"  she  did  re- 
spond, "can't  tell  you.  Let  it  suf- 
fice to  be  said  that  my  presence 
is  urgently  desired  elsewhere  im- 
mediately if  not  sooner." 

At  these  words  all  vestiges  of 
Lady  Esther  left  her  face,  and  even 
Woodbury's  Germ-Free  Beauty 
Aids  started  to  run,  then,  remem- 
bering their  thoroughbred  breed- 
ing, did  remain  fixed. 

Charming,  still  retaining  toe  es- 
sense  of  his  pledge  training  to  the 
nth  degree,  did  offer  to  accom- 
pany Miss  Potts  to  whatever  spot 
her  presence  was  desired,  but,  as 
more  and  more  bongs  sounded,  she 
did  tear  away,  a  well-aimed  shoe 
dispelling  all  disposition  on  the 
part  of  Charming  to  see  her  fur- 
ther. 

Her  one  slipper  gone,  Cinderella 
did  reach  the  Phi-On-U  lodge  in 
precisely  four  jumps,  the  bongs 
still  echoing  in  her  ears.  With  a 
lack  of  breath  caused  by  the  ex- 
ertion, she  did  fling  herself  into  a 
davenport.  Opening  one  eye  in 
desperation,  she  did  view  the  an- 
cient timepiece  standing  by  the 
egress.    Then  she  did  swoon. 

The  damned  thing  did  point  to 
eleven  o'clock. 
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Charles  Tepper 
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SsisiyL  l^yvL  ihsL  (RamfL 


oh,  my,  doesn't  this  chap  look  wild? 

He  does  the  craziest   things — and  in   public,  too. 

Do  you  suppose  any  normal  man  would  scream 
and  turn  handsprings  and  jump  up  and  down? 

Of  course  not. 

If  he's  not  normal,  then  I  wonder  when  the  keeper 
will  come  with  a  jacket. 

Don't  be  silly — he  doesn't  have  a  keeper. 

He  is  a  cheerleader.  — "Scratch." 

Illustrated  by  Scharf. 


This  little  man  in  knickers  is  not  playing  golf. 

Also  he  is  not  showing  poor   taste   in  wearing  a 
white  suit  this  late  in  the  year. 

He  is  simply  an  unfortunate  man  who  has  to  wear 
a  white  suit. 

He   is    not,   however,    so   unfortunate   that   he   is 
going  to  commit  suicide  with  the  pistol  in  his  hand. 

It's  just  there  to  kill  time. 

He  is  a  football  official. 

—"Scratch." 
Illustrated  by  Scharf. 


Ummm — lookie ! 

Doesn't  that  hog  dog  look  dee-li-cious? 

Can't   you   just   taste   it,   all  warm   and   dripping 
with  mustard? 

Won't  it  feel  good  filling  up  that  vacant  tummy 
space? 

No,  it  won't — cause  that  hot  dog  is  the  kind  you 
get  at  football  games.  — "Scratch." 

Illustrated  by  Scharf. 


What  on  earth  is  that  mummy  doing  in  the  "Par- 
rot?" 

Surely  we  aren't  sponsoring  an  archeological  ex- 
pedition to  Egypt. 

Maybe  the  printer  slipped  it  in  by  mistake. 

But,  no — Wait!    See  the  pennant? 

That  explains   everything.      The  mummy  isn't  a 
mummy. 

It's  an  N.  D.  player  after  November  21. 

—"Scratch." 
Illustrated  by  Scharf. 


Know  tke  answer?  So  do  I 
These  Ckestenielos 
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ED    BARSUMIAN    ON 


I  am  proud  of  Northwestern 
when  it  dances.  In  the  past  two 
summers  I  have  been  with  stu- 
dents from  universities  throughout 
the  country;  students  from  Har- 
vard and  from  the  University  of 
Hawaii,  from  Vassar  and  Mills, 
from  Minnesota  and  Georgia  Tech, 
Stanford,  De  Pauw,  Washington, 
and  a  score  of  others.  I  caught 
the  spirit  of  each,  I  found  out 
what  its  social  life  was  and  was 
meant  for.  Knowing  each  of  these 
universities,  east,  west,  and  south, 
I  am  proud  of  Northwestern,  of 
the  social  life  which  is  Northwest- 
ern's.  You  as  a  member  of  the 
student  body  can  take  a  pride  in 
it  too. 

When  I  speak  of  the  social  life 
of  the  campus,  I  mean  that  part 
of  comradeship  that  takes  in  the 
entire  student  body.  In  that  con- 
ception the  Independent  has  as 
great  a  place  as  the  fraternity 
member.  At  few  universities  is 
the  whole  group  of  students  al- 
lowed to  enjoy  as  many  All-Uni- 
versity dances  as  here  at  North- 
western. 

You  as  a  student  can  aid  All- 
University  dances.  You  have  not 
been  satisfied  with  several  of  the 
large  dances  held. in  the  past  few 
years;  your  dissatisfaction  was  on 
the  whole  founded  on  reasonable 
grounds.  The  whole  situation  is 
this:  it  is  about  time  that  you 
should  be  given  some  consideration 
when  you  attend  the  All-Univers- 
ity dances.  No  longer  should  you 
who  have  paid  for  the  privilege 
of  attending  the  dances  be  made 
to  dance  to  second-rate  bands,  or 
be  obliged  to  stop  dancing  alto- 
gether because  there  is  not  room 
enough  in  which  to  dance. 


The  Place 

The  committees  of  All-Uni- 
versity dances  have  failed  you 
most  on  giving  you  a  place  that  is 
large  enough  to  dance  in.  You 
need  not  be  reminded  of  the 
Junior  Prom;  never  again  will  you 
allow  yourselves  to  be  tricked  into 
attending  a  dance  because  of  the 
publicity  alone.  The  student  body 
will  want  to  know  where  it  is 
going  and  will  not  be  spending 
good  money  for  a  dance  that  ends 
up  being  a  battle  of  "push  me, 
push  you."  In  the  opinion  of 
those  long  connected  with  dances 
at  this  school,  there  are  only  four 
places  that  can  now  handle  the 
crowds  that  attend  a  large  func- 
tion. The  Stevens,  the  Palmer 
House,  and  Edgewater  Beach 
hotels,  and  the  Aragon  Ballroom 
are  the  only  places  that  combine 
spaciousness,  appointment  that  is 
proper,  and  convenience  to  the 
University. 

TJje  Band 

The  question  of  a  band  is  a 
hard  one  for  a  committee  to  solve. 
Northwestern's  location  puts  the 
members  of  the  committee  "on 
the  spot."  During  the  year  the 
students  can  attend  at  any  of  the 
better  dinner  dance  spots  in  Chi- 
cago and  dance  to  the  country's 
best  bands.  At  the  present  time 
Little,  Casa  Loma,  Fio-Rito  are  in 
the  Loop.  For  a  comparatively 
small  cost  the  students  can  enjoy 
their  music.  An  All-University 
dance  to  be  successful  must  pre- 
sent a  band  that  is  known  to  the 
whole  student  body  and  be  known 
because  it  has  something  to  offer. 
Cab    Callaway   last   year   saved    a 


dance  that  would  have  been  un- 
bearable if  he  had  not  had  a  good 
name,  played  good  music,  and  giv- 
en the  audience  a  show.  His  band 
was  an  exception;  with  the  pres- 
sent  price  of  bids  the  student  body 
cannot  expect  the  finest  orchestra, 
but  it  does  pay  for  a  "big  name" 
band.  It  is  well  for  you  to  re- 
member that  bands  cannot  be  had 
for  the  asking,  nor  can  any  dance 
pay  for  bands  as  famous  as  Casa 
Loma,  Waring,  Whiteman,  and 
Nelson.  One  of  those  bands  costs 
as  much  as  $2,500  for  a  single 
night's  engagement.  In  time  the 
student  body  will  pay  more  for 
its  dances,  and  when  it  does  it  can 
expect  to  have  bands  like  those. 
At  present,  you  deserve  the  finest 
of  "big  name"  bands  that  are  not 
what  might  be  called  "celebrity" 
bands. 

The  Entertainment 

There  is  something  more  that 
you  as  a  student  attending  an  All- 
University  should  expect.  Several 
dances  offer  you  some  type  of  en- 
tertainment during  the  dance  in- 
termission; Navy  Ball  presents  the 
Empress  of  the  Ball  and  announces 
its  new  pledges,  the  Junior  Class 
last  year  crowned  a  Prom  King, 
the  Senior  Ball  presented  the  per- 
sons voted  most  popular  by  the 
campus.  Those  events  are  a  very 
interesting  part  of  the  dances  but 
still  the  need  for  further  enter- 
tainment has  been  felt  by  those 
in  charge  of  the  large  dances. 

The  arrangement  committee 
must  be  careful  of  its  choice  in 
this  field.  If  they  will  only  pre- 
sent one  prominent  personality 
from  the  world  of  screen,  stage, 
(Continued  on  Page  28) 
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SUITS  *  TOPCOATS 
TUXEDOS  ♦  FULL  DRESS 

Sponsored  by  a  famous  estab' 
lishment  to  meet  the  highly  indi' 
vidual  requirements  of  the 
modern  gentleman  .  .  .  interesting, 
correct,  durable,  captivating. 


$ 


35 


ALL  ONE  PRICE 
Featured  in  all  sizes  in  regulars,  shorts  and  longs 
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19  East  Jackson  Boulevard,  Chicago 
New  Telephone  Number  Wabash  5200 

564  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 
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I  decided  to  take  a  hinge  out  to 
the  stadium  the  other  day  and 
have  a  look  at  things  in  the  raw. 

When  I  gets  out  there  all  I  sees 
is  a  bunch  of  guys  in  purple  and 
white  jerseys  plowing  their  noses 
up  and  down  the  turf  and  run- 
ning head-on  into  each  other.  It's 
the  damndest  thing  you'd  ever 
want  to  see.  Was  like  a  sort  of  a 
courtesy  affair  y'  know.  First  I 
bumps  you  on  the  bean  and  may- 
be K.  O.'s  you  and  then  it's  your 
turn  to  do  said  procedure  on  my 
knob.  It  seems  to  me  as  though 
these  same  guys  was  also  taking 
turns  at  climbing  off  and  on  the 
poor  Frosh  squad  and  laying  on 
the  punishment  plenty  thick  while 
they  was  on.  This  went  on  the 
major  part  of  the  afternoon  until 
all  the  Greenies  were  annihilated 
and  then  they  had  to  call  practice 
on  account  there  was  no  more 
fresh  meat  to  work  on.  It  seemed 
kind  of  a  shame  such  goings  on 
was  happening  on  account  of  those 
Frosh  was  so  kind  of  innocent  and 
helpless.  And  to  make  matters 
worse  they  were  dressed  in  the 
jerseys  of  next  week's  opponents. 
Right  away  I  decides  that  it's  a 
damnd  good  thing  they  got  plenty 
of  freshmen  managers  to  help  the 
yearlings  off  the  field  or  else  they'd 
have  to  call  practice  every  now 
and  then  and  sweep  off  the  battle 


ground.  Just  then  some  guy 
comes  roaring  through  guard  and 
mows  down  a  couple  neophytes.  It 
looks  like  "Tiny"  Wray.  He 
comes  busting  right  up  toward  me 
and  pulls  up  just  before  we  col- 
lides. I'm  glad  he  stops  because 
I'm  too  stuck  to  the  spot  to  move. 
He  mumbles  some  stuff  which  on 
account  of  Mayor  Kelly  I'll  have 
to  censor  and  not  put  it  in  here. 
Anyhow  he  seems  disgusted.  Yeh, 
the  poor  guy's  all  perturbed  over 
the  fact  that  he's  slowly  wasting 
away.  He  contends  that  when  he 
first  came  down  here  from  St. 
Johns  in  the  fall  of  '33  he  really 
had  plenty  to  offer  his  Alma  Ma- 
ter. But  now.  .  .  .  Hell,  he's  al- 
ready wasted  away  to  a  measly  245 
pounds  and  according  to  him  his 
game  is  way  off  form.  I  suggested 
that  maybe  if  he'd  try  a  couple  of 
treatments  of  Iron  Yeast  or  this 
Kelp-a-Malt  maybe  he'd  develop 
into  something.  He  said  yeh,  he'd 
seen  those  ads  too. 

I  sees  Coach  Waldorf  over  at 
the  other  end  of  the  field  putting 
the  guys  through  some  blocking 
contortions.  I  hikes  myself  over 
and  gawks  about.  Well,  it  weren't 
very  long  before  I  arrives  at  the 
conclusion  that  Coach  has  got 
some  mighty  sweet  blockers  out 
there.  A  couple  of  guys  in  par- 
ticular, Little  Freddy  Vanzo,  "Mu- 
tiny" Voigts,  and  Dick  Wells, 
looked  all  in  the  pink.    Some  guy 


in  the  crowd  out  there  says  that 
"Mutiny"  Voigts  had  a  set  of 
bowed  legs  and  that  the  only  thing 
that  he  couldn't  stop  or  block  was 
a  pig  in  an  alley.  Sounds  good 
anyhow  and  I'm  almost  ready  to 
believe  it  .  .  .  but  don't  take  my 
word  for  it.  Over  in  the  "coffin 
corner"  I  gets  a  slant-eye  full  of 
Heap,  Geyer,  Adelman,  and  Toth 
tearing  back  and  forth  over  the 
goal  lines.  That  had  me.  I 
couldn't  figure  it  out  so  I  ups  to 
Lynn.  He  says  that  he's  just  mak- 
ing sure  that  these  guys  keep  in 
the  habit  of  crossing  and  recross- 
ing  the  goal  lines.  Not  a  bad  idea 
and  something  behind  it. 

-/.  G. 

ABOUT  WATTUR  POLOW 

Being  Written  by 

B.  O.  Jewul-Naygle. 

An  u  harken  kloslie,  I  will  dew 
mie  best,  and  in  genurul  put  forth 
mie  best  ephorts,  tew  explane  and 
make  klere  tew  yew,  beeing  as 
how  mieselph  were  sumwhut  ov 
an  exponunt  ov  the  gaim  in  mie 
dey,  the  gaim  ov  wattur  polow. 

Furst  may  I,  an  luk  yew  well  I 
dew,  sey  tew  yew  that  it  is  hardlie, 
or  scareslie,  or  is  not  prtikularlie, 
or,  tew  ews  the  vernakulur,  is  not 
a  helluva  gud  or  deesireuble  gaim 
for  wimin,  laydeez,  or  feemails  in 
generul.  Immeediutlie  mey  I  say 
tew  yew  hoo   wud   argyew  upon 
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the  uturing  ov  mie  last  staytmunt, 
hold  a  momunt  and  permit  mee 
tew  spake  sumwhut  furthur,  and 
luk  yew,  I  will  spake  farelie. 
Know  yew  wimmin  ar  not,  for  the 
grature  part,  noted  or  mutch  re- 
nound  for  thair  tufnus  or  mussul 
in  generul.  Luk  yew  I  will  grant 
ekcepshuns,  sutch  as  the  Gemma 
Fies,  the  Kepa  Elfa  Thaytus,  and 
possublie  the  Kepa  Kepa  Gemmus, 
whitch,  kno  yew,  I  hav  hurd  ar 
tuf  and  more  muskewlur  sororu- 
teez.  But,  as  yew  kno  well  I  hav 
sed  bephor,  thay  ar  not  the  rool. 
Furthur  kno  yew  that,  during  the 
kourse  ov  the  gaim,  thair  is  sum 
konsidurabul  posubilitie  ov  wun 
ov  the  gurls,  or  maybie  more, 
quite  posublie,  tew  hav  hur  fayce 
or  kountynunce  in  generul  shuved 
or  bashed  or  in  sum  mannur 
moovd  tew  well  within  hur  hed 
or  the  fourmost  porshun  ov  hur 
skul,  whitch  wud  sumwhut  im- 
baras  hur  and  mite  kause  hur  tew 
appeer  a  triful  pekewlyar  and  gen- 
erulie  worn.  Hur  hare  wud  alsew 
stand  fare  tew  be  remoovd  froum 
hur  skull,  whitch  mite  make  the 
skull  itch  or  bee  sumwhut  un- 
kumphortabul  at  nite  frum  the 
woonds. 

Tew  turn  tew  the  gaim,  thair  ar 
sevun  on  a  cid  when  the  gaim 
starts,  and  thi  snumbur  is  more  or 
less  maintayned  phor  its  durashun. 
Phluktuayshuns  may  bee  dew  tew 
drownding  or  uther  inkunve- 
niencez  inkurred  during  the 
kourse  or  eventz.  Thair  is  gener- 
ulie  a  polow  bawl  playced  in  sum 
inkonspikuous  porshun  ov  the  pool 
whitch  wun  may  amuse  himselph 
with  when  he  has  bashed  his  oppo- 
nunt  or  utherwise  delt  well  by 
him  and  he  has  tayken  himselph 
tew  the  botum  ov  the  pool  tew 
survive.  Wun  grate  hazurd  ov  the 
gaim  is  choking  or  utherwise  be- 
koming    inkonvenienced    with     a 


stray  eer  or  eye  whitch  has  bin 
torn  off  or  out  as  the  kase  may 
bee.  It  is  trewlie  amewsing,  how- 
evur,  and  I  kno  well  yew  wud  in- 
joy  it,  tew  see  the  ekspreshun  on 
a  playurs  fayce  when  he  has  en- 
gadjed  his  jaw  or  fayce  in  generul 
rite  smartie  with  anuther  playurs 
elbow  or  angcul  or  heeul  and  is 
rathur  konsiderublie  unkonshus 
and  singks  in  a  pekuliar  mannur 
tew  the  bottum. 

Luk  yew,  when  the  blud  be- 
kums  well  purmeaytud  threwout 
the  pool,  the  bottum  is  ofun  diphi- 
kult  ov  diskuvurie,  and  menie 
korpses  bekum  misplayced  on  this 
akkount.  Most  koaches  rekwire 
thair  playurs  tew  remoov  thair 
phalse  teeth  bephor  the  gaim,  since 
human  phlesh  is  not  konsidurd  a 
gud  thing  tew  eet  during  a  gaim. 


Theese  are  sum  hipoints.  It  is  a 
gud  gaim,  but  not  for  wimin. 

"Who  shall  I  say  is  asking  for 
him?"  inquired  the  operator  of  the 
man  in  the  booth. 

"Mr.  O'Cohen." 

"Mr.  who?" 

"Mr.   O'Cohen." 

"Just  a  minute — the  wires  are 
crossed." 

— Orange  Peel. 

Another  fellow  who  lives  off 
the  fat  of  the  land  is  the  girdle 
manufacturer.  — Awgwan. 

"The  Sultan's  son  is  inclined  to 
be  a  bit  wild." 

"Harum  scarum,  eh  wot?" 
"Oh,  no,  he's  used  to  them." 
— Skipper. 
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THE    PURPLE    SPOTLIGHT 

Little  Jack  Little  Entertains  in  the  Empire  Room 


The  Old  Night  Rider  is  bring- 
ing a  message  that  promises  to 
disturb  those  classroom  siestas 
with  a  familiar  perfume,  espe- 
cially prevalent  on  the  campus  at 
present  due  to  the  smell  of  politics 
in  the  air.  So,  accept  my  humble 
apologies  and  wear  your  smoked 
cheaters,  because  this  review  is 
nothing  short  of  sensational  . 

Last  Friday  nite  the  old  water 
wagon  was  sprinkling  the  Loop 
with  wet  cheer  and  dry  enthu- 
siasm. Somehow,  the  creaking 
wheels  rumbled  to  a  stop  under 
the  bright  lights  of  the  Palmer 
House  entrance,  and  my  trusty 
nag  sat  down  in  her  traces  with  a 
determination  that  precluded  all 
argument.  After  ascending  the 
blue  carpeted  stairs  with  the  ver- 
dant air  of  a  Freshman  entering 


Willard  Hall  for  the  first  time,  I 
was  escorted  to  a  table  by  the  head 
waiter.  Fritz  gave  me  a  menu 
with  a  complacent  nod  of  under- 
standing, and  said  we  were  just 
in  time  for  the  show. 

My  sordid  thoughts  were  rudely 
interrupted  by  a  colorful  fanfare 
of  trumpets,  a  "spot"  lit  up  the 
stand,  and  Little  Jack  Little 
stepped  down  to  the  floor  with  a 
"mike."  He  introduced  the  open- 
ing of  the  Autumn  Review  with 
a  number  by  the  Abbott  dancers. 
Then  Dale  Winthrop  offered  a 
dazzling  tap  interpretation  with  a 
thousand  and  one  clicks  in  a  hun- 
dred and  eighty  seconds.  The  rest 
of  the  show  included  a  rhumba  by 
Georges  and  Jalna,  Paul  Rosini's 
magic,  and  vocal  selections  from 
Lester  Cole  and  his  Midshipmen. 
The  second  appearance  of  the  Ab- 
bott dancers  revealed  an  ecstacy 
of  modern  dancing  with  their 
presentation  of  "A  Waltz  in 
Swing-time." 


After  the  show,  the  tantalizing 
rhythms  of  Little  Jack  Little's 
piano  tempted  my  clumsy  feet 
with  the  power  of  a  siren,  and  I 
found  myself  exchanging  nudges 
with  several  unexpected  friends. 
The  Four  Aristocrats  continued 
the  melodies  during  the  intermis- 
sions— providing  continuous  danc- 
ing for  the  whole  evening. 

But  still,  the  show  was  not 
finished.  At  ten  o'clock,  Ruth 
Aarons  and  Sandor  Glancz  pro- 
vided something  new  in  night  club 
entertainment.  They  presented  a 
Table  Tennis  exhibition,  and  of- 
fered to  play  anyone  in  the  house 
with  a  five  point  handicap — the 
stakes  being  a  bottle  of  Cham- 
paigne. 

And  finally,  after  more  danc- 
ing, and  the  midnight  show,  the 
Old  Night  Rider  was  left  with 
the  responsibility  of  rousing  his 
old  plug,  and  coaxing  her  into  a 
gallop  for  home. 

So  long — 
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The  Real  American  Game 


It  is  far  from  this  correspond- 
ent's intention  to  find  fault  with 
the  sport  pages  of  this  fair  coun- 
try, but  there  is  one  branch  of 
sport  which  they  have  completely 
overlooked,  which  is  truly  the 
national  game.  This  game  is 
known  as  "Footbill,"  and  for  the 
benefit  of  those  who  are  unfa- 
miliar with  it  the  various  regula- 
tions and  fine  points  will  be  de- 
scribed. There  are  two  teams 
known  as  Rep  and  Dem,  each  with 
an  unlimited  number  of  players 
arranged  in  several  positions. 
There  is  the  "Boss,"  who  corre- 
sponds to  the  quarterback  in  foot- 
ball. This  man  is  the  brains  of  the 
team  and  runs  it  about  as  he 
pleases.  Then  there  is  the  "Candi- 
date," who,  like  the  ball-carrier  in 
football,  receives  most  of  the  pub- 
licity and  is  generally  believed  to 
be  the  whole  team.  Like  the  line- 
men in  football  are  the  "Politi- 
cians," who  clear  the  way  for  the 
candidate.  These  are  the  unsung 
heroes  of  the  game  and  are  the 
really  valuable  members  of  the 
team.  The  object  of  the  game  is  to 
amass  a  larger  total  of  votes  than 
the  other  side.  The  team  having 
more  votes  gets  "InoflSce."  The 
playing  time  is  approximately 
three  months  and  ends  at  "Elec- 
tion." 

The  votes  are  obtained  by 
wheedling  those  persons  made  fa- 
mous by  the  late  Phineas  Barnum 
into  marking  an  X  opposite  the 
name  of  the  proper  "Candidate" 
on  a  paper  slip  called  "Ballot. 
This  wheedling  is  done  in  several 
ways,  though  there  are  no  rules 
limiting  the  method.  The  least 
subtle  and  oldest  method  is  called 
"Buyingvotes,"  in  which  the  "Pol- 
iticians" pass  out  cigars  and  free 
drinks    and    promise   easy    money 


jobs  in  return  for  votes.  This 
method  is  in  the  same  category 
with  that  time-worn  act  known 
as  "Kissingbabies,"  which  is  one 
thing  that  the  "Candidate"  has 
to  perform  on  his  own  initiative. 
Both  methods,  though  crude,  can 
always  be  counted  on  for  a  certain 
number  of  votes,  but  the  large 
proportion  are  brought  in  by  a 
different  strategy.  Each  team 
builds  up  a  document  known  as 
the  "Platform,"  which  is  intended 
to  appeal  to  the  greatest  possible 
number  of  voters.  Whether  it 
meets  popular  approval  or  not  is 
often  the  deciding  factor  in  the 
game.  Of  course  what  happens  to 
the  platform  after  the  election  is 
nobody's  business. 

In  Footbill  there  are  two  types 
of  platforms:  the  "Official  Plat- 
form"— an  obtuse  document,  gen- 
erously sprinkled  throughout  with 
the  words  tariff,  taxes,  farm-relief, 
rights  of  man,  etc.,  and  the  far 
more  effective  "Actual  Platform," 
upon  which  the  offensive  is  based. 

For  the  edification  of  the  unin- 
formed readers  a  typical  platform 
is  here  offered.  "We  shall  call  it  A's 
platform  for  the  sake  of  simplicity. 

OFFENSE 

1.  Candidate  A,  at  the  age  of 
fourteen,  worked  twenty  hours 
a  day  at  three  dollars  a  week 
in  a  coal  mine,  supporting  his 
mother  and  younger  sister. 

2.  Candidate  A  has  just  com- 
pleted   a    long    and    successful 

term    as     in    which 

every  public  library  under  his 
administration  received  three 
best-sellers. 

3 .  Candidate  A  favors  the  laborer. 

4.  Candidate  A  favors  the  finan- 
cial interests. 

5.  Candidate  A  favors  the  farmer. 

6.  Candidate  A  goes  to  church  on 
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Sunday. 

7.  Candidate  A  will  end  the  de- 
pression and  put  everyone  to 
work  in  two  weeks. 

8.  Candidate  A  can  recite  the 
Constitution  from  memory. 

9.  Candidate  A  has  a  pleasant 
smile. 

10.  Candidate  A  is  a  one  hundred 
percent  American. 

DEFENSE 

1.  Candidate  B's  wife's  fifth  cou- 
sin's husband  was  jailed  for 
non-support. 

2.  Candidate  B's  record  in  office 
is  terrible;  during  his  term 
there  was  a  strike  at  the  distil- 
lery and  there  was  a  tornado, 
an  earthquake,  and  a  flood. 

3.  Candidate  B  d  i  s  c  r  i  m  i  - 
nates  against  labor. 

4.  Candidate  B  d  i  s  c  r  i  m  i  - 
nates  against  financial  interests. 

5.  Candidate  B  d  i  s  c  r  i  m  i  - 
nates  the  farmer. 

6.  Candidate  B  missed  three  con- 
secutives  Sundays  at  church, 
therefore  he  is  anti-God. 

7.  Candidate  B  caused  the  depres- 
sion and  threw^  everybody  out 
of  work. 

8.  Candidate  B  is  trying  to  over- 
throw the  Constitution. 

9.  Candidate  B  is  not  very  hand- 
some. 

10.  Candidate  B  has  direct  connec- 
tions with  Moscow. 

This  platform  can  be  used  much 
like  a  set  of  football  plays;  for 
instance  the  Boss  can  give  the  sig- 
nal to  use  sections  3  in  a  factory 
speech,  sections  8  at  a  Liberty 
League  meeting,  and  sections  10 
at  an  American  Legion  assembly. 
The  game  employs  much  strategy. 

In  case  anyone  is  still  wonder- 
ing about  the  name;  that's  it; 
you've  guessed  it!  The  taxpayer 
has  to  foot  the  bill! 
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Meet  Glen  Gray  with  His 
Casa  Loma  Orchestra 
with  Paul  Spiegel 


Swing  was  only  an  exclamation 
and  jazz  was  the  current  "nuis- 
ance" when,  in  1925,  Jean  Gold- 
kette  took  a  group  of  youngsters 
to  Toronto.  And  though  Gene 
Goldkette  recordings  are  still  high- 
ly regarded  in  music  circles,  it  is 
the  band  formed  from  the  group 
that  made  such  a  success  at  the 
Casa  Loma  Hotel  in  Toronto 
which  today  is  entertaining  the 
music-conscious  world.  Taking 
the  name  of  the  hotel,  Casa  Loma, 
the  boys  made  a  mutual  agreement 
to  stick  together  and  try  their  col- 
lective luck.  Their  popularity  was 
immediate,  and  the  organization 
clicked  by  barnstorming  the  New 
England  country  side,  driving 
their  own  cars,  sometimes  a  matter 
of  four  hundred  miles.  They  es- 
tablished the  all-time  record  of 
101  weeks  of  one-night  stands. 
And  it  was  during  this  period 
that  Casa  Loma  music  became  so 
popular  with  the  college  crowd. 
According    to    Glen    Gray,    they 


Glen  Gray 


have  played  to  over  ninety  schools 
in  the  East.  So  popular  were  they, 
that  Cornell  and  Princeton  hired 
the  band  three  or  four  times  in  an 
academic  year. 

Glen  Gray  is  not  the  leader  of 
the  band,  as  is  often  thought.  The 
band  is  unique  in  being  a  corpora- 
tion, and  Glen  is  president.  Pee 
Wee  Hunt,  featured  vocalist,  is 
one  of  the  vice-presidents.  Glen  is 
not  even  out  in  front  of  the  band 
with  a  baton;  he  takes  his  place 
with  the  rest  of  the  boys  and  helps 
turn  out  those  unique  Casa  Loma 
rhythms. 

The  rhythms  are  so  unique  that 
they  are  not  even  copywritten!  No 
one  can  imitate  the  intricate  style 
of  this  band.  The  music  is  that  of 
the  negro  played  with  the  suavity 
of  the  white  man. 

Of  the  organization's  style.  Glen 
Gray  says,  "We  have  not  changed 
our  style  at  all  since  we  started. 
Of  course,  we  have  polished  up, 
and  have  become  smoother — more 
suave.  Our  style  was  very  well  re- 
ceived in  the  East  and  the  Midwest 
likes  us.  They  seem  hungry  for 
good  music."  When  asked  what 
he  thought  of  swing  music.  Glen 
said,  "Swing  music  is  just  an  ex- 
pression. People  will  soon  tire  of 
the  expression,  but  the  style  of 
music  will  live.  We  have  been 
playing  it  for  the  last  year  and  a 
half."  "Swing  music  is  an  exhibi- 
tion of  personality  coming  out  the 
end  of  a  horn,"  is  the  definition 
given  to  swing  music  by  the  hand- 
some president  of  the  band. 

In  appearance,  Glen  Gray  is  a 
tall,  good-looking  man  hidden  be- 
hind   a     military    mustache.     He 


Pee  Wee  Hunt 

dresses  in  the  height  of  fashion  and 
has  all  the  appearance  of  a  suc- 
cessful alumnus  of  an  eastern  col- 
lege. As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was 
born  in  Peoria,  Illinois,  and  at- 
tended college  at  Illinois  Wesley- 
an.  He  is  married  to  a  socially 
prominent  gal  back  east. 

Pee  Wee  Hunt,  who  does  all  of 
the  rhythm  vocals  with  the  band 
is  also  a  married  man,  and  also 
hails  from  the  middle  west.  Kenny 
Sargent,  a  comparative  newcomer 
to  the  band,  is  the  other  vocalist. 
He  sings  the  romantic  love  bal- 
lads, but  thinks  they  are  pretty 
sappy.  He  also  is  married. 

The  orchestra  is  now  playing  in 
the  new  Congress  Casino  of  the 
Congress  Hotel  in  Chicago.  The 
engagement  is  indefinite  or  till 
they  pack  up  for  the  New  York 
season  of  next  year.  Also  featured 
in  this  glamorous  nightery  is  Con- 
nie Boswell,  songstress  of  note. 
Connie  is  part  of  the  floor  show, 
and  a  definite  asset. 

If  you  want  a  permanent  bit  of 
Casa  Loma  style,  I  recommend 
that  you  listen  to  some  of  the 
band's  recordings,  and  especially 
When  Will  I  Knoxu  and  China- 
town My  Chinatown.  Casa  Loma 
Stomp  is  a  definite  treat.  One  of 
their  latest  is  Biigle  Call  Rag,  Rose 
of  the  Rio  Grande,  The  Little  Man 
ii/ifh  the  Hammer. 
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MORAL:    It    is    a    wise    father 

that  knows  his  own  son! 

A     baron     was    sent     here     from 
London, 

To  hunt  up  a  jolly  conundrum. 
So  the   story   relates, 
And  according  to  fates, 

In  New  York  City  he  found  one. 

At  the  Hotel  Wisteria,  the  steward 
Who  really  knew  windward  from 
leeward, 
Related  this  riddle 
Right  hot  off  the  griddle. 
And    the    baron    desolved    it    de- 
murr'ed. 

"My  mother  presented  my  father 
a  child. 
It  wasn't  my  sister  or  brother, 
Now  tell  me  please  in  a  manner  so 
mild, 
Just  who  do  you  think  was  the 
other?" 

The  baron  gave  in,  so  with  a  broad 
grin 
The  steward  replied,  "It  was  I." 
Then    our    hero    repacked    as    he 
planned  his  attack. 
And  he  sailed  home  feeling  quite 
spry. 

When     the     steamer     arrived     on 
England's   shore, 
The  baron  proceeded  from  door 
to  door. 
Until    at    last    he    discovered   the 
bloke 
Whom    he    was    certain    could 
digest  his  joke. 

"My  mother  presented  my  father 
a  child. 
It  wasn't  my  sister  or  brother. 
Now  tell  me  please  in  a  manner  so 
mild, 
Just  who  do  you  think  was  the 
other. 


•R^iet*""**'*^^ 


•i.  .f 


To  hell  iL'ith  the  htllaby — let's  have  Benny  Goodmanl 

COLGATE    BANTER. 


"It's  simple  enough,"  said  his  jolly 
ol'  friend, 
"It   was   you!"     And   here   our 
story  should  end. 
"No!"   cried   the  baron   with   in- 
creasing histeria, 
"It  was  the  steward  of  the  Hotel 
Wisteria." 

—William  Dalzell. 


^ 


He:  "He's  just  bashful.  Why 
don't  you  give  him  a  little  en- 
couragement." 

She:  "Encouragement?  He 
needs   a  cheering  section!" 

— Exchange. 


Jt 


"Your  dress  is  too  short." 

"I  don't  think  so." 

"Then  you   must   be   in  it,  too 

far." 

— Widotc. 


GLEN  GRAY 


and  his 


CASA  LOMA 

Orchestra 

with  a  sensational  show  featuring 

Bonnie  ^oAivell 


and  other  stars 
in  the  new 


iyLje^<:f 
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CONGRESS  HOTEL 


1^ 


John  Burke,  Manager 

National  Hotel  Management  Co.tlnc. 

Ralph  Hitz,  President 

T.  E.  Frawley,  Vice  -  President 
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A  Football  Coach 

Cultured  but  uncouth 

Eyes  that  pierce  you  hke  a  needle 

Shoulders   like   an   executioner's 

Block 

With  a  chin  you'd  love  to 

Sock 

In  a  gruff  guttural  growl 
This  coach  utters  a  gruelling  talk 
"You  fellows  are  just 
Gabies 

Galoots 


Greenhorns 

Grouchers 

And  you've  got  to  stop 
Gaping 

Gloating 

Griping 

Gushing 

Because  on  the  gridiron  you  have 
to 

Grapple 
Grasp 

Grope 

Grovel 
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In  a  battlefield  of 
Grizzle 
Grit 

Grime 

Gore" 

The  coach  goaded  his  players  on 
By  continuing  his  grumpy  grumb- 
ling 
"A  football  game  is 
Gaff 

Gloom 

Grind 

Grief 

And  not  the  proverbial 
Glare 

Gloss 

Gusto 

Glory 

A  football  game  makes  you 
Gasp 

Growl 

Grunt 

Groan 

And  so  you  have  to  have 
Guts 

Guts 

Guts 

Guts" 

The  Gridiron  is  no  place  for  gentle- 
men. 

— Ralph  Sailor. 

The  other  night  I  had  a  date 
with  a  lad  I  didn't  know  very  well 
— do  you  know  what  the  skunk 
did?  He  took  me  for  a  nice  long 
ride,  and  then  he  parked  the  car. 
It  was  moonlight  and  sort  of  de- 
serted and  some  locusts  were  sing- 
ing away.  Then  he  turned  to  me- 
and  said  in  a  low  voice,  "I'm  get- 
ting my  Ph.D.  in  physics  this 
year!"  What  would  any  decent: 
girl  do?  I  got  out  an'  walked  home.- 
That  should  learn  me! 

— Texas  Ranger. 
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PUN  MY  WORD! 

OR 

A  BLIGHTED  ROMANCE 

By  Paul  Lit  will  sky. 

Yes,  judge,  I  did  it.  I  killed  her. 
You  see,  judge,  it  was   this  way. 

She  was  beautiful  and  I  loved 
her.  So  one  night  we  went  walk- 
ing in  the  park,  and  came  to  an 
unoccupied  bench.  We  sat  down. 
The  moon  shone  brightly.  I 
placed  my  arm  hesitantly  about 
her  slim  shoulders. 

"Darling,"  I  said  faintly,  "I 
adore  you."  She  looked  up  at  me 
with  those  deep  brown  eyes  and 
murmured,  "When  is  a  door  not  a 
door?  When  it  is  ajar."  I  adjusted 
my  necktie  and  began  again.  "My 
sweet,"  I  said  tenderly,"  your 
beauty  fills  me  with  delight." 
"De  light  is  young,"  she  replied 
sweetly.  I  coughed  gently.  "Yes, 
dear,"  I  said,  "you  have  a  clever 
wit,  but — "  "The  butcher  used  the 
clever  with  the  steak,"  she  cooed 
demurely.  "But  my  angel,  you 
fill  me  with  bliss,"  I  said.  "Bliss 
you,  my  children,"  she  whispered 
softly.  I  shifted  gingerly  on  the 
bench  and  tightened  my  grip 
about  her  lovely  shoulders. 
"Heartless  one,"  I  said  despairing- 
ly," have  you  no  compassion? 
"Come,  passion  the  bread,"  she 
said  coyly.  Sweat  broke  out  upon 
my  forehead.  I  tried  again  heroic- 
ally. "My  wonderful  one,  my 
wealth  is  at  your  disposal."  She 
looked  at  me  with  infinite  wonder 
in  her  beautiful  eyes,  "Disposal 
do?"  she  asked.  Anger  fluttered  in 
my  bosom,  but  I  tried  to  quell  it. 
"Fair  one,  will  you  marry  me  or, 
if  not,  then  why?"  I  blurted.  "Y 
is  the  Fourth  of  July,"  she  an- 
swered. "You  have  the  fiendish 
cunning  of  a  ceature  of  Doctor  Fu 
Manchu!"  I  stormed.    She  looked 


up  and  said  piquantly,  "Many  men 
smoke  but  Fu  Manchu." 
So  I  killed  her. 
^* 

Drink  to  the  girls  in  Willard  Hall, 

We  love  them  one,  we  love  them 
all, 

But  since  they're  tucked  in  tight 
at  eight. 

We'll  drink  what's  left  with  an- 
other Date! 

—WilUavi  Dalzell. 

There    was    a    young    bride    from 

Antigua 
Who  said  to   her  mate,  "What   a 
pig  youah!" 
Said  he,  "Oh,  my  sweet. 
Do  you  mean  what  I  eat, 
Or  do  you  allude  to  my  figua?" 

"Are  you  positive  that  the  de- 
fendant was  drunk?"  asked  the 
judge. 

"No  doubt,"  growled  the  ofl&cer. 

"Why  are  you  so  certain?" 

"Well,"  rephed  the  officer,  "I 
saw  him  put  a  penny  in  the  patrol 
box  on  Fourth  Street,  then  look 
up  at  the  clock  on  the  Presbyte- 
rian Church  and  shout:  "Gawd, 
I've  lost  fourteen  pounds!'  " 

— Tiger  Rag. 

"Of  course  I  slapped  him.  How 
was  I  to  know  what  Platonic 
meant?" 

— Exchange. 

Jt 

Telephone:  Br-r-ring. 

Little  boy:  Hello,  oh  hello,  ma. 
Yeah,  I'm  all  right.  Yeah,  I'm  a 
good  boy.  Oh,  Johnny  and  Teddy 
are  here;  we're  having  a  swell 
time.  What  are  we  doin'?  Oh,  we 
let  the  bath  tub  overflow  and 
we're  playing  Niagara  Falls  on  the 
stairs." 

—Red  Cat. 


THE  MOON  IS  WONDERFUL 

Come,  come,  she  pouted,  girls  at 
Northwestern   don't   neck. 

Huh? 

I  merely  said  that  girls  here 
don't  neck.  We're  much  too 
sophisticated  for  that.  After  all, 
we're  here  to  study. 

Yeah? 

Yes.  And  in  spite  of  the  moon 
and  blue  Michigan  and  the  green 
grass  we  always  remember  our 
studies. 

Uhuh. 

You're  not  sore  are  you? 

Naw. 

I  wish  you  wouldn't  say  it  in 
that  tone  of  voice. 

What  tone? 

That  one  you  used.  It  sounded 
as  if  you  didn't  believe  me,  in  fact, 
that  you  didn't  like  me.    Do  you? 

Do  I  what? 

Like  me? 

Of  course. 

Sure? 

Of  course  I  do. 

Oh,  Henry,  kiss  me. 

— A.  Nony. 

"Hello  there,  my  young  fel- 
low." , 

"Hiss." 

"Beg  pardon?" 

"Hiss." 

"Well,  such  an  impertinent 
little  man." 

"Hiss." 

"Deserves  a  good  lickin'." 

"Hiss." 

"Got  a  notion  to  give  you  one. 
I'm  coming  in." 

(Newspaper  story:  "Inebriated 
man  crushed  by  boa  constrictor 
at  zoo.") 

— Froth. 

After  all,  birth  control  is  mere- 
ly avoiding  the  issue. 

■ — Varieties. 
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Fanfare 

(Continued  from  Page  9) 

a  Landon  meeting.  Who  is  this 
man  'Joe  Susanna'  that  they  keep 
singing  about?" 

DRAMA 

"We  picked  this  up  from  a  po- 
hce  day  book  and  we  maintain 
that  is  the  most  brief  and  yet  the 
most  complete  drama  ever  written. 
Perhaps  we  have  read  far  more 
into  it  than  the  author  intended, 
but  consider  the  aspects  which  a 
little  imagination  will  bring  out 
of  these  few  words.  It  is  a 
rough,  unsophisticated  masterpiece. 
Through  its  virile  ruggedness  and 
grim,  terse  style,  it  attains  the  near 
perfect  in  art.  Subtlety  abounds. 
It  is  unpolished,  unflavored,  yet 
inspired. 

The  first  act,  a  single  paragraph, 
is  packed  with  suspense. 

"12:15  a.m.  Rec'v'd  radio  call. 
Missing  since  early  this  evening, 
Mazzie  Wiktorek,  age  17.  5-4. 
114.  Light  brn.  Blue.  Blue  drs. 
Blk.  shs.  Gry.  ct.  Blk.  bit.  Left 
house  at  645  River  street  to  go 
shopping. 

"Sgt.   Riley." 

The  second  act,  a  single  line,  is 
a  smashing  climax  and  finale.  The 
suspense  is  lifted;  the  mystery 
cleared — enough.  It  is  a  glorious 
finish  to  this  real  life  picture. 

"Returned  home  6  a.  m. 

"R." 

NO  WORD  FOR  IT 
We    dropped    into    one    of    the 
theatres  the  other  night  to  see  a 
stage  show.     Ina  Ray  Hutton  was 
headlining   the  bill. 

During  the  tumbling  acts,  we 
noticed  the  people  beside  us.  One 
of  them  was  a  young  German  who 
was  having  his  troubles  with  Eng- 
lish.    His    companions    were    ex- 


plaining things  as  best  they  could. 

When  Miss  Hutton  came  on,  we 
nearly  forgot  our  neighbors.  They 
had  fallen  silent,  and  the  German 
boy  was  watching  intently  as  Ina 
Ray  went  through  her  playful 
gyrations. 

From  time  to  time  we  glanced 
at  him.  He  was  shaking  his  head 
in  puzzled  amazement.  The  frau- 
leins,  we  imagined,  are  not  so  ac- 
tive. When  he  could  stand  it  no 
longer,  he   turned   to   his   friends. 

"My,  she  is  very  flexeeble,  isn't 
she?"  he  commented. 

BONER 

It  is  astounding  to  note  the 
rapidity  with  which  a  super  sales- 
man developes  deep  loyalty  to  his 
company  and  a  conviction  that  his 
new  product  is  the  tops. 

It  was  our  pleasure  the  other 
day  to  run  into  an  old  pal  who 
recently  cast  his  lot  with  National 
Biscuit.  He  was  overflowing  with 
formulas  for  the  perfect  dessert. 
He  could  describe  with  antimation 
the  honey  taste  of  cookies  and  nut 
cakes.  When  we  opined  that 
mother's  home  made  doughnuts 
are  better  than  any  factory  made 
tit  bits,  he  chilled  and  we  feared 
that  our  long  friendship  might  be 
terminated. 

We  had  a  dog  with  us  and  to 
cover  the  break  we  said  that  he 
just  loves  National  Milk  Bone  dog 
biscuits.  This  sent  our  friend  into 
fresh  ecstacies. 

Unfortunately  he  was  not  so 
well  up  on  the  canine  department, 
but  he  had  a  sales  talk  on  tap. 

For  upwards  of  fifteen  minutes, 
he  extolled  the  merits  of  Milk 
bone.  Toward  the  end  he  weak- 
ened. The  well  had  gone  dry  and 
the  love  which  he  felt  deep  down 
in  his  heart  for  National  dog  bis- 
cuits just  would  not  out  in  words. 
He  groped. 


"In  fact  —  in  fact  —  ah,  the 
fourth  vice  president  in  charge  of 
the  Milk  Bone  division  keeps  sev- 
eral of  them  on  his  desk  and  nib- 
bles on  them  all  day  long,"  he 
cried  triumphantly. 

Bosco's  mouth  was  watering. 
Overwhelmed  we  went  to  the 
store  and  bought  him  a  package. 

For  several  weeks  we  kept  a 
bone  or  two  in  the  room  and  nib- 
bled conscientiously.  When  the 
going  was  tough,  we  conjured  a 
picture  of  an  ample  and  influen- 
tial executive  grinding  his  molars 
on  his  product,  but  it  didn't  work. 
The  project  brought  us  neither 
sudden  success  nor  internal  enjoy- 
ment. Finally  we  gave  up  and 
called  Bosco. 

Si-         ^^         5>         J^ 

p.  S. — The  editor  just  called  us 
up  and  informed  us  that  this  is  to 
be  the  football  issue.  Northwest- 
ern is  playing  Wisconsin  on  the 
seventh.    We  want  everyone  out. 

When  N.  U.  Dances 

(Contimwd  from  Page  18) 

or  radio,  much  will  have  been  done 
to  improve  the  All-University 
dances. 

■f-  ST-  Jfr 

When  the  threee  conditions  have 
been  met,  the  student  will  become 
more  proud  of  his  university  so- 
cial life.  You  as  a  student  will  be 
attending  dances  that  will  lack 
nothing;  you  will  have  been  pre- 
sented the  proper  conditions  for 
an  enjoyable  evening.  The  spirit 
of  this  campus  has  improved  con- 
sistently for  the  last  three  years; 
the  All-University  dances  are  the 
envy  of  many  other  campuses.  I 
am  proud  of  Northwestern  when 
it  dances.  You,  the  student  who 
pays  to  attend,  should  be  certain 
that  you  get  a  dance  of  which  to 
be  proud. 
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Strangely  cantankerous 
Plutocrats   bankerous 
From  year  ends  to  year  ends 
Recline  on  their  rear  ends. 

— Pelican. 
A   hick   is   a   person   who   looks 
both  ways  before  crossing  a  one- 
way street. 

— Punch  BOivl. 

"Whenever  I  look  at  that   girl 
I  think  of  a  hymn." 
"Which  one?" 
"How  Firm  a  Foundation." 
—Red  Cat. 

We  wonder  why  the  iceman  smiles 

so, 
When  his  glance  happens  to  meet 
The  sign:   "Please  drive  slow; 
The  child  in  the  street 
May  be  yours,  you  know." 

— Varieties. 
j« 

Baa,  baa,   black  sheep!   Have  you 

any  wool? 
Yes,  sir,  yes,  sir,  three  bags  full. 
One  for  my  master  and  one  for 

my  dame. 
And   one   for  college   students   to 

pull  over  the  eyes  of  37,473,- 

890  professors. 

—Owl. 

Then  I  remember  how  I  got  the 
radio  for  my  car.  I  went  out  with 
the  college  widow  in  her  bus,  and 
when  we  got  to  a  lonely  road  and 
stopped,  she  said,  "Darling,  you 
can  have  any  thing  I've  got" — so  I 
took  the  radio. 

— The  Covered  Wagon. 

Domestic  Soul:  The  way  to  a 
man's  heart  is  through  his  stomach. 

Warm  One:  Yes,  but  when  one 
has  sex  appeal  why  bother  to  make 
that  detour. 

— Pelican. 


Her  lips  quivered  as  they  ap- 
proached mine.  My  whole  frame 
trembled  as  I  looked  in  her  eyes. 
Her  body  shook  with  intensity 
and  our  lips  met,  and  my  chin 
vibrated  and  my  body  shuddered 
as  I  held  her  to  me. 

The  moral  of  this  is:  "Never 
kiss  them  in  a  flivver  with  the  en- 
gine running." 

— Humbug. 

All  was  well  on  the  Ark  when 
Noah   discovered  a  leak. 

"Go  hold  your  nose  over  the 
hole,"  said  Noah  to  the  dog.  And 
the  dog  did. 

The  hole  grew  larger,  and  Noah 
ordered  his  wife  to  cover  the  hole 
with  her  hands,  but  the  hole  grew 
larger.    Noah  then  sat  on  the  hole. 

That  is  why  a  dog's  nose  is 
always  cold. 

That  is  why  a  woman's  hands 
are  always  cold. 

And  that  is  why  a  man  always 
stands  with  his  back  to  the  fire. 
— Frivol. 

Funny 

How     the    people    with     the     big 

minds  are  always 
Narrow  minded; 
And    the    people    with    the    small 

minds  are 
Broad  minded. 
Maybe  the  big  minds. 
In   following   the   path   that   leads 

straight 
To  the  great  tinsel  goal. 
Get  in  a  well-worn  rut. 
While  the  small  minds, 
Chained  to  the  prosaic  earth. 
Have  time  to  saunter  around  a  bit 
With  open  eyes. 

—Him. 

Here's  to  Kitty — They  called 
her  wildroot  'cause  she's  so  damnd- 
ruff. 

— Banter. 


THE  LAST 


round-up/ 


ONE  WHIFF  of  ni.ivcrick  lobocco 
troni  tli.il  guifjlltig  old  pipe 
ni.idc  llie  steers  cry  "Uncle!"  Pci- 
son.illv,  we  clout  liokl  witli  slronj;' 
pipes  and  bitter  blends.  We  feel  tliat 
a  bri.ir  is  inipro\ed  by  a  daily  groom- 
ing  and  a  diet  ol  milder,  pleasantei' 
tobacco  like  Sir  Walter  Raleigb.  First, 
of  course,  because  we  make  it;  but 
also  because  tliis  great  blend  of  well- 
aged  Kentucky  Hurleys  is  cooler  to 
smoke  and  deliglittully  fragrant.  Try 
a  tin.  You  may  not  round  up  as 
many  cattle,  but  vou  11  pull  in  a  big 
gang  of  admiring  friends. 


PURPLE    PARROT 


r^.  :A,^^^*,^;^l;^^^^M^f ^v 


S/jofi  or  MO  i/joe5 — I'm  going  to  the  Ball! 


HUMBUG,    UNIVERSITY    OF    UTAH 
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There  was  a  young  lady  of  Trent 
Who  said  she  knew  what  it  meant 
"When  men  asked  her  to  dine; 
Gave  her  cocktails  and  wine; 
She  knew  what  it  meant — but  she 
went. 

— Varieties. 

All  she  knows  is  what  she  reads 
in  the  papers;  she  hasn't  bought  a 
paper  since  the  price  went  up;  she 
doesn't  believe  what  she  reads; 
she  can't  read. 

— Red  Cat. 


Announcer:   "We  are  happy  to 

say  the  noise  you  just  heard  was 

a  load  off  our  minds.    If  you  have 

the  right  time — congratulations." 

■ — Jack  o'  Lantern. 

He  WAS  only  a  town  boy 
And  she  a  country  lass 
But  when  they  came  to  College 
And  he  edited  the   college   comic 

and  she 
Was  talked  about  in  Bull  Sessions. 
— Froth. 


TED 
FlO-RlTO 

and  his  orchestra — with 

Muzzy  Marcellino 
Stanley  Hickman,  3  Debutantes 

Feafuring 

ZANETTE  &  COLES 

Famous  New   York   Dance   Duo 
Selma  Marlowe     -     Titan  Trio 

<► 

Added  Atttaclion 

JACKIE  GREEN 

Entertainer  Extraordinary 

<► 


Theatre   B^estaurant 

Terrace  Room 

MORRISON  HOTEL 


Hi  pop — ho-u/mi  doin'?" 


LETTERS 

TYPED 
MULTIGRAPHED 

MIMEOGRAPHED 

• 

PUBLIC 

STENOGRAPHERS 

• 
NOTARY  PUBLIC 

EVANSTON 

LETTER  SERVICE 


1569   SHERMAN   AVE. 

UNI.  1888 

Established  1918 
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'^SCOTCH  LASSIE" 

Swing  with  the  Highlanders 

In  this  captivating  fur 
felt  Scotch  turban  smart 
Juniors  (8  years  up)  will 
look  perky  and  chic.  Its 
jaunty  quill  and  match- 
ing grosgrain  ribbon  trim 
add  a  note  of  abounding 
youthfulness.  C  o  lo  r  s  : 
Wine,  Kelly  green,  brown, 
navy  and  black. 

Headsizes:  €  *l    O  '^ 

21  to  221/2  ^>0.7  J 

Colony  Hat  Shop 

1640    Orrington    Ave. 
EVANSTON 


"Say  do  you  think  it  will  be  all 
right  if  I  ask  Jane  for  a  kiss  to- 
night?" 

"You  don't  order  rootbeer  in  a 
saloon,  do  you?" 

— Exchange. 
Si 

This  little  piggy  went  to  market. 

This  little  piggy  stayed  home. 

This  little  piggy  says  "Oui, 
Oui!" 

And  that's  why  she  never  stays 
home.  — Varieties. 

Ji 

Wedding  guest:  This  is  your 
fourth  daughter  to  get  married, 
isn't  it? 

MacTight:  Aye,  and  our  con- 
fetti's gettin'  awful  gritty. 

— Amgman. 


Delt:  I  just  brought  home  a 
skunk. 

Roommate:  Where  ya  gonna 
keep  him? 

Delt:  I'm  gonna  tie  him  under 
the  bed. 

Roommate:  What  about  the 
smell? 

Delt:  He'll  have  to  get  used  to 
it  like  I  did. 

—Red  Cat. 
Si 

"Just  think,  children,"  said  the 
missionary,  "in  Africa  there  are 
six  million  square  miles  where 
little  boys  and  girls  have  no  Sun- 
day school.  Now,  what  should  we 
all  strive  to  save  our  money  for?" 

"To  go  to  Africa!"  cried  a 
chorus  of  cheery  voices. 

—  Texas  Longhorn. 
Si 

And  the  world  is  still  laughing 
at  the  babe-in-the-bulrush  story 
that  Pharaoh's  daughter  pulled  off 
on  him. 

—Mis-A-Sip. 
Si 

"Yeah,  we're  pretty  tough  in 
these  parts,  stranger.  Hangin'  on 
thet  tree  outside  is  Leatherneck 
Joe,  we  got  sore  at  him  last  week 
and  hung  him." 

"Why  don't  you  cut  him  down 
and  bury  him?" 

"Gosh  no!  D'ya  think  we  want 
to  bury  him  alive?" 

—Log. 
Si 

A  kiss  is  a  peculiar  proposition. 
Of  no  use  to  one,  yet  absolute  bliss 
to  two.  The  small  boy  gets  it  for 
nothing,  the  young  man  has  to  lie 
for  it,  and  the  old  man  has  to  buy 
it.  The  baby's  right,  the  lover's 
privilege  and  the  hypocrite's  mask. 
To  a  young  girl,  faith;  to  a  mar- 
ried woman,  hope;  and  to  an  old 
maid,  charity. 

— The  Pup. 


Juniors 

THE  SYLLABUS 
MANAGERS  re- 
quest your  atten- 
tion to  have  the 
Junior  picture 
made  NOW.  All 
sittings  must  be 
completed  by 
November  6. 


EUGENE  L  RAY 

Official  Photographers 

for 
Northwestern  University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Avenue 
Evanston,  111. 


We'll  join  the  NAVY 
to  dance  at  the  Ball. 
And  what'll  we  do? 
Well  dance  at  the  Ball. 


'Sophisticated 
Lady" 

New  as  swing  music  —  alluring 
as  the  rhythms  of  a  "jam"  band 

—  the  formals  at  Lord's.  Swish- 
ing taffeta  —  smooth  flowing 
velvet  —  gleaming  lame  — shin- 
ing slipper  satin — all  the  gor- 
geous colors  and  glamorous 
styles  of  the  season.  You'll  find 
just  what  you  wont  here  for  the 
Ball. 

$12.95  to  $25.00 

Illustrated:     Sophisticated   black    taffeta 

—  demurely  styled  in  a  gown  with 
sweeping  skirt  banded  ^  ^  ^  O  C 
with   aqua   velvet *4'  '  •"•  ^  "^ 

Second  floor 


n 


Top  Hat,  White  Tie,  and  Tails" 

Formal  dress  suits,  designed  to  be  comfortable 
as  well  as  look  extremely  smart.  Expert  tail- 
oring and  fabrics  of  unquestioned  quality  com- 
bine to  make  these  dress  clothes  remarkable. 
Invest  in  a  good  suit  for  the  Navy  Ball. 

Formal  Dress  Suit  $30.00 

Street   floor 


of  OvamloYi  for  \2uailiij 


WHEREVER... 
WHATEVER... 
WHENEVER 

YOU    EAT- 


...  # 


Smoking    Camels    encourages    a   proper    flow    of    digestive 
fluids ...  increases  alkalinity...  brings  a  sense  of  well-being 


"VT'OU  eat  over  a  thousand  meals 
-L  a  year!  Food  is  varied.  Place 
and  time  often  differ.  Yet,  thanks 
to  Camels,  you  can  help  digestion 
meet  these  changing  conditions 
easily.  Smoking  Camels  speeds 
up  the  flow  of  digestive  fluids. 
Tension  eases.  Alkalinity  in- 


creases. You  enjoy  your  food — 
and  have  a  feeling  of  ease  and 
contentment  after  eating.  Meal- 
time or  anytime — make  it  Camels 
— for  digestion's  sake,forCamers 
invigorating  "lift,"  for  mildness 
and  fine  flavor.  Camels  do  not 
get  on  your  nerves. 


GLIDER  CHAMPION.  Mrs.  D. 
Holdertnan  says:  "A  few  Camels, 
and  I  eat  with  relish  and  feel 
cheery  and  at  ease  afterward." 


